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'Thanks, my lord !'

'What!' shouted the manager as if offened, emy
lord* ? Who is your lord ? What sort of a lord am I to
you, tell me ? The muzhik stared at his interrogator
with repentance.

'Don't you know,' continued the manager, 'that there
are no more lords in Russia, that we are all brothers and
comrades ?'

The muzhik shrugged his shoulders in innocent and
touching uncertainty.

'God knows,' he replied meekly, 'what kind of a new
order we've got in Eussia now. I am only an illiterate
muzhik, and I talk and act like one. But if I have
offended you, please forgive me.'

He went away, and we were alone again, lying on the
grass with the sun on us and the breeze bringing to our
nostrils the aroma of nectar and of freshly cut hay, and
to our ears the pleasant sound of the scythe cutting into
rough grass and the songs of peasants working.

'You saw this muzhik,' resumed my eonipanion,-
'such a picture of helplessness and humility. That's the
way so many of them act when they appear before
someone vested with authority. Akh, what serfs !' He
paused again, gazed meditatively into space, and bit
absent-mindedly at a stalk of grass as if seeking to repress
in silence his ire at the revolting subservience of the old
muzhik.

'Da,' he presently continued, 'that is our muzhik*
still servile, dishonest, brutal. Tell me, please, has a
peasant a better friend in the world than his horse ? With-
out one he is more helpless than without his hands ; for then
his wife and children can do the work in the field, but
without a horse he is lost. Yet let him grow angry and
he'll grab the nearest club and hammer away at the poor
beast until he breaks the club over its bones. And let a
strange dog enter his yard and he'll cast the nearest rock
he can find at the poor creature, and his own dog he does
not hesitate to kick with his heavy boots. No OTerpowering
mercy for dumb beasts ; no mercy at all for them. And
hardly any for human beings. Steal a cucumber or a radish